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Gob. Bj Gods fontics *tvrill be a bard way to hit, can you tell 
me whether one Ltutncelet thacdwels with hioi,d well with him 
. or no. 

Launcetct, Talkc you of young Matter markc mee 

nowe,now will I raifc the v\ratcrs ; talkcyou of young Mafter 
Lameelet, 

Gobbo. No Mailer fir, but a poore mans Sonne, bis Father 
though I lay’c is an honeft exceeding poore man, and God bee 
thanked well to live. 

Lame, W ell, let his Father be what a will, we talke of young 
Mailer LaunceUt.^ 

Cob. Your vvorlhips friend and LaunceUt fir. 

Lame, But Ipray you,<fr^9,old Hian,<?r^o, I befeech you, talke 
you of young Mailer 

Cob. Of LaunceUt ant lhall pleafe your worlhip* 

Launc, Ergo, Mailer LaunceUt, talke not of Mailer LaunceUt 
Father, for the young Gentleman according to Fates and Delle- j 
nies, and fuch odd fayings, the Sillers three, and fuch branches of | 
learning, is indeede deceal^d,or as you would % in plaine termes,. 
gone to heaven. 

^ob. Marry* God forbid, the boy was the very ftaffe of my ' 
age, my very prop, 

Launc. Doe I looke like acudgell, or a hovell poft, a ftalFe,or 
a pirop : doe youJenow me Father? ^ ^ 

Cobbo, Alackc the day, I knowe you not young Gentleman, \ 
but I pray you tell mee, is my boy, God reft his foule, alive or 
dead. 

Launc. Doe younot know me Father? 

Gob. Alack fir I am Sand-blind, I knovv you not. 

LaunceUt, Nay. indeede if you had your eyes you might fai/e 
of the knowing ofme : it is a wife Father that knowes his owne 
childe. Well, old man, J will tell you newesof your Sonne, give 
mec your blelling, truth will ceme to light, murder cannot bee 
hiddc long, a mans Sonne may, but in the ende, truth will 
out. 

Pray you fir Hand up, I am fure you arc not 

my boy. 

Lannee, Pray you let’s have no more fooling, about it, but give 

, ' flieC 


the (Jbterchim of Venice. 

ineepurbleflingM am LamceUt'jootho'j that was, your fonne 
that is ,\your childe that iliall be. 

Cob. I cannot thinke you arc my Sonne. 

Launc. I know not what I fhall thinke of that : but I am^ 
Launceu 'n\ic Icwes man, and I am fare Margerte your wife is my 

Her name is Margerie in decdc,ilcbefwornc,ifth<^ be 
LaunceUt, thou art mine owne flf fli and blood : Lord worfliipt 
might he be, what a beard hall tbou got|thou haft got inore haire 
on W chinne, then Dobbin my phil-horle has cm his taile. • 

Launc. It fliould (eemc then that Dobbins tailc growes back- 
ward. I am fure he had more haire of his tailc then I have of my 

fice when I laft law him. , - , » i. 

Gob. Lord how art thou changd : how doll thoa and thy Ma- 
iler agree, I have brought him a preftnt ; how gree yon now ? 

Launc, Wcll,well,but for mine own part,as I have fet up my 
reft to run away, fo J will not reft till I have rnnne Ibme ground } 
my Mailer’s a very lewe, give him a prelent, give him a halter, I 
am fami Iht in his fcrvicc. Y on may tell every finger I have with 
my ribs ; Father I am glad you are come, give me your prclentto 
one Mailer Baffanie, who indeede gives rare new Ly verics, if I 
ferve not him, I will rnnne as farre as God has any ground. O rare 
fortune, here comes the man, to him Father, for 1 am a lewc if 1 
ferve the lewc any longer. 

EnterBa^aniowtthafoffonverortwo, 

^af. Yon may doe fb,but let it be fb hailed that lupper be rea- 
dy atthefanheftby fine of the clock e:leethelfe Letters delivered, 
put the Liveries to makbg, and defire Gratiano to come anone to 
my lodging. 

Launc. To him Father. 

^ob. Godbkfleyour wotlhip. 

Baff Gramcrcic, wouidft thou ought with me? 

Gob. Hccre’s my Sonne fir,^ poore boy. 

■ Launc. Not a poore boy fir^but the rich lews man,that would 
fir, as my Father fliall Ipecific.- 

Gob. He bath a great infedion fir, as one would fay to ferve. 

Laun. Indeede the (hort and the long is,I ferve the lew, and 
have a defire as my Father Ihill fpccifie. 
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